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^eware 

Of 

Smokers 
Teeth 


“Wish  I’d 

had  this 


40  years  ago” 


H.  use  wishing!  This  man,  like  countless  others,  was  born  a bit  too  soon.  The 
best  he  can  do  is  to  start  right  now  to  Bost-clean  those  tobacco-stained  teeth  of  his. 


I^OW  think  of  yoUTSelf.  if  your  teeth  show  any  dingy  discoloration,  get  right 
at  them.  Don’t  waste  a day.  Bost  for  yours.  And  won’t  you  bless  the  day  that  Dr. 
Bost  started  on  his  quest  for  a new  and  different  dentifrice  that  would  really  be 
the  smoker’s  friend. 


If  your  teeth  still  are  in  perfect  condition— keep  ’em  that  way.  Give  them  a Bost 
brushing  three  times  a day.  Bost  uses  an  innocent  oil  to  dissolve  stain  from  your 
teeth.  It  has  no  abrasives  of  any  kind.  Its  action  is  dental— its  effect  amazing.  Try 
it,  why  don’t  you.^  There’s  nothing  like  it.  You’ll  like  two  things — the  way  your 
teeth  look  and  the  way  your  mouth  tastes.  Use  the  coupon. 

^=MAIL  THIS  COUPON= 

INTRODUCTORY  OFFER 

Send  10  cents  for  week’s  supply  to  Bost,  Inc.,  Dept.  H, 
9 East  40th  Street,  New  York. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

MY  DRUGGIST  IS  


The  Smoket-’s  Friend 


Burro  says: — 

Goodbye  for  the  Summer, 
wishing  you  all  a grand 
and  glorious  vacation — 
and  we’ll  be  seeing  you 
in  September. 
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GALLANT 

FOX  CLUB 

1 08  East  Sixtieth  Street,  New  York  City 

A GOOD  PLACE  TO  DINE 

Lunch,  $1.00 

Dinner,  $1.50 

No  Cover  Charge 

Open  12  noon  - 1 a.  m. 

KOCH  BROTHERS 

Hamilton  Street  at  Seventh,  Allentown 

Young  Mens  Clothing 

— maintaining  style  standards  that  complete- 
ly satisfy  the  refined  tastes  of  the  well-bred 
University  Man. 

Hickey-Freeman  Kuppenheimer 

Adler-Rochester 

Dobbs  Hats  Manhattan  Shirts 


CONTRIBUTORS: 


BEESOX 

FELDMAX 

HOPPOCK 

HOtVER 

LAKE 


McXALLY 

REXARD 

ROBERTS 

SEYBOLD 


Mary  had  a little  lamb 

Some  salad  and  dessert 

And  then  she  gave  the  wrong  address 

The  dirty  little  flirt! 

— Purple  Parrot. 

BURR 

As  they  seated  themselves  at  the  table  he  asked, 
“Will  you  have  a little  shrimp?” 

“Dear  me,”  she  exclaimed,  “this  is  so  sudden!” 

— Exchange. 

• BURR 

Handsome  Young  Professor  of  Romance  Lan- 
guages: “Very  good;  but  why  do  you  use  the  inti- 
mate form  of  the  verb  translating  the  sentence?” 
Attractive  Co-Ed:  “Well  ...  I thought  after  last 
night  ...” 

— Dodo. 


Safeguard  Your  Health 

Use 

MOWRERS  MILK 

Phone  2687 


O’REILLY’S 

Bethlehem’s 

Home  of  Nationally  Advertised  Clothes 

KUPPENHEIMER  CLOTHES 
MICHAELS-STERNS 

WORSTED  TEX 

VARSITY  CLOTHES 

ARROW  SHIRTS  STETSON  HATS 

THE  E.  O’REILLY  CO. 

New  at  Third 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 

For  Information  Address 
G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 
Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
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The  biology  prof,  was  speak- 
ing. “I  have  here  some  very  fine 
specimens  of  dissected  frogs, 
which  I will  show  you.”  Unwrap- 
ping the  parcel,  some  sandwiches, 
fruit,  and  hard-boiled  eggs  came 
to  view.  “But,  surely — I ate  my 
lunch!”  he  exclaimed. 

— Froth. 


P.URR 


Just  Learning  ihe  Ropes 

A young  bride  walked  into  a 
drug  store  and  approached  a 
clerk  timidly. 

“That  baby  tonic  you  adver- 
tise,” she  began,  “does  it  really 
make  babies  bigger  and  strong- 
er?” 

“We  sell  lots  of  it,”  replied  the 
druggist,  “and  we’ve  never  had  a 
complaint.  ” 

“Well,  I’ll  take  a bottle,  ” said 
the  bride  after  a moment,  paid  for 
it  and  went  out. 

Five  minutes  later  she  was 
back.  She  got  the  druggist  into  a 
corner  and  whispered  into  his 
ear: 

“1  forgot  to  ask  you  about  this 
baby  tonic,  ” she  said  under  her 
breath.  “Who  takes  it — me  or  my 
husband?  ” 

— Bison. 


RURR 

She:  ”l’m  Suzette,  the  Orien- 
tal dancer.  ” 

He:  “Shake.” 

— Yowl. 


BURR 


Stage  Manager — What  is  all 
that  noise  coming  from  the  girls’ 
dressing  room? 

Assistant — They  are  all  talcing 
at  once. 

— Exchange. 


Our  Advertisers 


Allen  Laundry 
Allerton  Club  Residences 
Arbrogast  and  Bastian  Co. 
Bethlehem  Globe-Times 
Bricker  Baking  Co. 

Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Co. 

Chesterfields 

Club  Caprice 

Cluett  Peabody 

Gallant  Fox  Club 

Hotel  Bethlehem 

Koch  Brothers 

Lehigh  University 

Life  Savers 

Mowrer’s  Dairy 

Orpheum  Dance  Palace 

Sanders-Reinhardt 

Ueata  Lunch 

Wilbur  Trust  Company 

Edwin  H.  Young 


4 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


yet  h^il^nked 
femi^l6gy 


A SHORT  CHEER  for  ttis  poor  boy  . . . 

. and  a very  short  one.  When  be  figured 
that  tbe  ladies  love  a pipe  smoker,  be  was 
right.  But  be  ought  to  be  told  that  they  don’t 
like  heavy,  soft-coal  tobacco,  in  a soggy  chim- 
ney of  a pipe.  He’ll  pass  feminology”  the 
minute  he  starts  smoking  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
in  a well-kept  briar.  This  fast-growing  brand 
pleases  the  persons  at  both  the  stem  and  the 
bowl  ends  of  the  pipe  by  its  aromatic  mildness 
and  rich,  satisfying  flavor.  Young  man,  on 
your  way  to  Greek  class,  stop  in  any  tobacco 
store  and  spend  the  most  useful  j 5 cents  you 
ever  dropped  on  a counter  for  a tin  of  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  Tobacco.  It’s  kept  fresh  in 
gold  foil. 


Brown  & W^illiamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  Dept.  W-35 


T 1 5 AND  IT’S  MILDER 


take  care  ^ 

lUJUr  PIPE 


( 

Send  for  this 

I 

' FREE 

BOOKLET 


We  Knew  It! 

Statistics  show  that 
Yale  graduates  have 
1.3  children. 

While  Vassar  graduates 
Have  1 . 7 children. 

Which  proves  that  women 
Have  more  children 
Than  men. 

— Diamond  Dust. 


lU'RR 


“Shay,  a street  car  jusht  pashed 
by  here.” 

“How  do  you  know?” 

“1  can  shee  itsh  tracks.” 

— The  Old  Line. 

BVRR — 


“Why  are  you  in  the  air  force 
now?  1 thought  you  were  in  the 
cavalry.” 

“I  got  transferred.” 

“Why  was  that?” 

“Well,  after  an  airplane  throws 
you  out,  it  doesn’t  usually  walk 
over  and  bite  you.  ” 

— The  Log. 


Sigmund:  “Who  was  that  lady 
I seen  you  with  last  night?” 

Freud:  “If  it  was  me  it  was  no 
lady.” 

— V. P.l.  Skipper. 

BURR 


One — Did  you  say  you  are  sub- 


ject to  fits? 

Two — Yes. 
One — What 
you  have  one? 

T wo Oh, 

and  froth. 


do  you  do  when 
just  walk  back 
— Widow. 


— BURR — 


In  a Crowded  Street  Car 

“Do  you  mind  taking  your 
hand  out  of  my  pocket?” 

“Certainly  not — if  you’ll  take 
you  pipe  out  of  my  mouth.  ” 

— V.P.I.  Skipper. 

BURR — 


Thank  goodness  we  got  over 
the  miniature  craze  before  the  de- 
pression started.  Fancy  our  apple 
vendors  selling  crab-apples! 

— Puppet. 


“BUT  1 DON’T  WANT  TO  BE  A FAMILY  MAN!” 


— Mi.ssoiiri  Showme. 
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She:  “Oh,  Henry,  there’s  a bug  down  my  back.  ” 
He:  “Aw,  cut  it  out.  Those  jokes  were  all  right 
before  we  were  married.  ” 

— Cynic. 


BURR 


“1  hear  that  Smith  refuses  to  speak  to  Jones  any 
more.  What’s  the  trouble?’’ 

“Well,  J ones’  wife  had  girl  twins  and  they  both 
look  like  Smith.’’ 

“And  Smith  is  sore!” 

“Yeah.  He  wanted  boys.” 

— Exchange. 

BURR 


“F-e-e-t.  What  d oes  that  spell?  ” asked  the 
teacher. 

Johnny  didn’t  know. 

“What  is  it  that  a cow  has  four  of  and  1 only 
have  two?” 

Johnny’s  answer  was  as  surprising  as  it  was  un- 
expected. 

— Texas  Battalion. 

BURR 


Joe  College: 
cut  your  sherry. 


'Yes  father,  1 cannot  tell  a lie — 1 
— Exchange. 


BURR- 


“Ho  . . . Gallahad,  ye  royalle  doktorre  saith  ye 
queene  must  have  a babye.  ” 

“Forsooth,  the  king  dost  need  a little  fresh  heir.” 

■ -BURR 


And  then  there  was  the  cow,  running  from  her 
milkers,  who  yelled:  “1  Am  a Fugitive  from  a Churn 
Gang.” 

— Exchange. 

BURR 


WHAT  ELSE? 

I’ve  given  my  stenographer  jewelry,  a car,  a fur 
coat — but  she’s  not  satisfied.  She  wants  a typewriter. 

— Log. 


Mother:  “Sonny,  don’t  use  such  bad  words.” 
Son:  “Shakespeare  used  them.  ” 

Mother:  “Well,  don’t  play  with  him.  ” 

— Exchange. 


Pay  for  1 Room  . . . 
Live  in  9! 

Different individual thoroughly  of  New  York utterly  unlike  any  other  mode 

of  living,  the  Allerton  Houses  offer  the  ideal  combination  of  home  and  club  life. 

Here  are  the  fellowship  and  facilities  of  the  finest  club rest  and  reading  rooms, 

gymnasia,  game  rooms,  solaria,  dances and  at  rates  adjusted  to  present  day,  com- 

mon sense  standards.  You  share  all  these  privileges — pay  only  for  your  room! 

The  locations  were  selected  with  extreme  care  for  convenience,  accessibility  and  de- 
sirability. You  live  in  the  restricted  East  Side  district,  where  you  can  stroll  in  comfort 
to  midtown  business  and  social  activities. 

If  you  desire  to  maintain  a high  standard  of  living,  without  maintaining  high  expenses, 
find  out  today  what  the  Allertons  have  for  you. 

Inspect  the  Allertons.  Note  their  advantages.  Discover  for  yourself  the  economy 
and  desirability  of  Allerton  living. 

Rates  $10  to  $22  Weekly 


FOR  MEN  and  WOMEN 

3Sth  .ST.  & MADISON  AVE. 
Fraternity  Clubs  Building  CAledonia  5-3700 

Luncheon,  65c  and  75c;  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 
Also  Ala  Carte 
143  East  39th  STREET 

East  of  Lexington  Ave.  AShland  4-0460 

FOR  MEN 

302  WEST  22nd  STREET 
Chelsea  3-6454 


FOR  WOMEN 

130  EAST  57th  STREET 

At  Lexington  Ave.  I’Laza  3-8841 

Rates  — $12  to  $22 
Luncheon,  50c;  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 


ALLERTON 


CLUB  RESIDENCES 

IN  NEW  YORK 


♦♦ 

Hold 

Everything! 

For  there’s  a New  Day  coming! 

Theresa 

AND  there’s  a New  Burr  coming! ! ! 

♦♦ 

• NEW......IN  CONTENT! 

• NEW IN  STYLE!! 

• NEW IN  PRICE!!! 


It  is  the  pleasure  of  the  newly  elected  “Burrgomasters  ” to  announce  a drastic  price  reduction  on  sub- 
scription copies  of  The  Lehigh  Burr.  Commencing  with  our  September  1933  issue,  the  price  is  to  be  two  dollars 
($2.00)  for  nine  issues,  a saving  of  twenty  percent  over  the  prevailing  rates. 


Tarry  not,  but  send  your  check  or  cash  to  the  Burr  rrght  now  and  be  assured  of  receiving  the  NEW 

LEHIGH  BURR. 


MAIL  this  coupon  to  the  Burrgomasters 


EXTRA 

The  first  issue  of  the 
NEW  LEHIGH  BURR 
is  to  be  placed  on  sale 
on  September  first  and 
will  be  issued  on  the 
first  week-day  of  each 
month  thereafter. 

Assure  yourself  of  a 
copy  in  your  mail-box 
on  SEPT.  FIRST! 

SUBSCRIBE  NOW! 


LOOKING  AHEAD 

In  the  October  issue  of 
the  Burr  there  will  be 
featured  a most  novel 
and  unusual  event  — a 
Fifty  - first  Anniversary 
edition. 

“Everyone  celebrates 
his  Fiftieth  Anniversary, 
but  who  has  ’eer  before 
celebrated  his  FIFTY- 
FIRST? 

! “Burro” 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR,  Dept.  B 
LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 
Bethlehem,  Pennsj  lvania. 

Dear  Burrgomasters: 

I have  seen  the  handwriting  on  the  wall,  the  chalk  marks 
on  the  sidewalks,  and  the  wood-carvings  on  the  desks.  With  the 
introduction  afforded  me  by  the  enclosed  two  deflated  dollars, 
please  enroll  me  as  a subscriber  to  the  Burr. 

NAME 

Address 

City State 
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Burr-Iesque 


BANK 

We  lick  our  lips.  We  chuckle.  We  chortle.  And 
this  time  it  is  at  the  expense  of  the  Conservator  ap- 
pointed by  God  and  Franklin  D.  to  protect  the  de- 
positors of  the  Bethlehem  National.  The  idea  is  that 
he  is  a man  of  experience  in  his  field,  and  that  by 
employing  scientific  exactness  and  by  examining 
everything  carefully,  he  will  avoid  making  any  sort 
of  mistake  such  as  might  be  made  by  a less  exper- 
ienced and  more  impetuous  investigator.  But  per- 
haps you  noticed  that  he  put  in  his  appearance  in 
Bethlehem  just  three  days  late.  The  reason?  Through 
some  slight  oversight  or  misunderstanding  he  had 
been,  during  those  three  days,  in  Bethlehem,  New 
Hampshire. 

VEDDY  ENGLISH 

Our  comment  on  the  preceding  paragraph  is 
roughly  the  same  as  that  made  by  one  of  the  Eng- 
lishmen, recently  charged  by  the  Soviet  with  sabo- 
tage, concerning  his  indictment.  We  heard  him  say 
it  ourselves  in  the  news  reels  only  a few  days  ago. 
“This  charge,”  said  the  aggrieved  Britton  succinct- 
ly, “is  simply  stupid.  It’s  absolutely  absurd.  In  fact,” 
he  added,  lapsing  from  alliteration,  “it’s  damned 
foolish ! ” 


BETHLEMESE 

Although  Bethlehem  has  been  purged  white  as  the 
driven  snow,  (Ed.  note.  Try  Trafford’s  Purging 
Powder)  and  although  its  escutcheon  has  been  clean 
(but  not  dry-cleaned  say  we)  it  still  retains  some  of 
the  twang  of  the  old  days.  At  the  Freshman  dance 
the  other  night,  one  of  Bethlehem’s  fairest,  presum- 
ably of  the  old  school,  was  overheard  saying  to  her 
escort,  “Goodness  gracious  these  kids  is  cute.  When 
you  get  right  down  to  it  there’s  nothing  like  Fresh- 
men. Look,  they’ve  been  here  almost  a year,  and 
some  of  them  is  still  polite.  ” 

MATCHLESS 

One  of  the  South  Side  Fraternity  houses  boasts  a 
freshman  who  bids  fair  to  become  one  of  those 
myths  which  old  grads  talk  about  when  they  come 
back.  The  other  day  this  freshman’s  roommate 
walked  into  their  room  and  found  him  seated  before 
a large  electric  fan  with  a pipe  in  his  mouth  and  three 
books  of  matches  beside  him.  As  the  roommate 
watched,  the  frosh  tried  three  times  to  light  his  pipe, 
without  success.  “What,  ” demanded  the  roommate 
“are  you  trying  to  do?  ” The  freshman  started,  and 
looking  around  with  a guilty  look  on  his  face,  an- 
swered, “Me?  I’m  practicing  lighting  my  pipe  in  the 
wind.  ” During  exam  period  last  term  this  same 
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youth  was  observed  trying  to  put  on  a fountain  pen 
instead  of  a sock  after  having  put  two  socks  on  the 
other  foot.  (Ed.  note.  This  country  places  its  hopes 
for  the  future  in  the  college  men  of  today.) 

GOD  AND  R.  O.  T.  C. 

Three  or  four  very  forlorn  and  very  disheveled 
spectators  turned  out  to  watch  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  evo- 
lute  aimlessly  and  moistly  through  a rain  storm  on 
Field  Day  two  weeks  ago.  After  standing  under 
arms  for  some  fifteen  minutes,  while  two  of  the  stu- 
dent officers  discussed  whether  the  driving  rain  had 
better  be  called  a heavy  dew  or  a light  mist,  the 
corps  passed  in  Regimental  Review.  And  then,  a bit 
muffled  by  the  raincoat  surrounding  it,  a voice  rang 
out — “Attention  to  orders!  The  review  will  con- 
tinue unless  there  is  a heavy  downpour!”  Silence 
reigned  (no  pun  intended)  supreme  for  a few  mo- 
ments, and  then  a voice  piped  up  from  the  ranks, 
“All  right,  God,  show  ’em  what  you  think  of  their 

army  ” . . . The  drill  was  called  off  because 

of  a heavy  downpour  within  the  hour. 

EXPOSE 

Our  New  York  correspondent  has  just  wired  us 
the  latest  slant  on  the  attempted  assassination  of 
President  Roosevelt.  You  remember,  Zangara.  It 
seems  that  the  best  of  the  unemployed  of  Central 
Park,  after  mulling  the  problem  over  have  decided 
that  it  was  all  a publicity"  stunt  for  Wrigley’s  Chew- 
ing Gum.  If  Mr.  Roosevelt  has  been  shot,  not  killed, 
just  rendered  unconscious,  before  he  had  taken  the 
oath,  Mr.  Garner  would  not  have  been  able  to  be- 
come Vice  President,  since  the  President  must  be 
sworn  in  first.  Consequently,  Mr.  Stimpson,  then 
Secretary  of  State,  would  have  become  acting  Pres- 
ident. He  would  then  have  appointed  Mr.  Hoover 
as  Secretary  of  State.  The  next  step  would  be  to  re- 
sign the  Presidency  and  allow  Mr.  Hoover  to  again 
become  President.  Then  the  Republicans  would 
continue  in  power  and — well,  the  plot  became  a bit 
involved  after  that,  but  some  say  that  a third  cous- 
in of  Mr.  Hoover  once  sold  chewing  gum. 

TOUJOURS  L’ AMOUR! 

The  story  just  come  to  us  of  another  of  the  class 
room  escapades  of  one  of  our  more  socially  inclined 
juniors.  On  this  particular  morning,  he  wandered 
into  his  nine  o’clock  class  in  an  even  more  stupi- 
fied  condition  than  usual.  He  sat  himself  down  and 
began  to  describe  his  previous  evening’s  activities 


to  the  gentleman  on  his  right.  During  the  course  of 
the  period,  the  instructor  passed  out  paper  for  an 
unannounced  ten  minute  quiz.  Our  hero  refused  the 
sheet  preferred  to  hirn  with  a noble  gesture.  “Ah,  ” 
remonstrated  the  prof,  ” even  if  you  don’t  know  any- 
thing at  all,  take  a sheet  and  write  your  name  on  it.” 
He  took  the  paper  and  spread  it  on  his  desk.  After 
two  minutes  of  contemplation,  he  borrowed  a pen- 
cil and  printed  in  bold  letters  at  the  bottom  of  the 
page  “FRANK.  ” Four  more  minutes  passed  as 
Frank  regarded  his  handiwork.  His  artistic  soul 
felt  unsatisfied.  He  returned  to  his  contemplation. 
Finally,  but  one  minute  remained  of  the  allotted 
time.  Suddenly  a beatific  smile  spread  over  his 
broad  countenance.  He  seized  the  pencil  once  more 
and  bent  industriously  over  his  desk.  A moment  lat- 
er a sigh  of  content  echoed  through  the  room.  An 
inquisitive  classmate  peered  over  his  shoulder  to  de- 
termine the  cause  for  the  contentment.  Our  student 
had  added  two  more  words  to  his  paper.  It  read: 
With  love, 

FRANK. 

BURR 

SUCH  IS  LIFE 

Like  as  you,  fellow  students  of  dear  old  Lehigh. 
Now  that  this  year  has  almost  passed  bye. 

I dream  of  long,  lazy  summer  days 
And  of  idling  my  time  in  many  ways 
Sometimes  an  ocean  cruise  appeals  to  me. 

Or  maybe  a motor  trip  or  a camping  spree. 

No  matter  where  I am  in  these  dreams  of  mine 
lam  always  relaxing  and  wasting  my  time. 

Well, — To  my  dreams — my  best  wishes  I send. 
Be  seeing  you  in  summer  school, — my  friend. 
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Mo  re  Wanderings  of 
That  Diseased  But 
Observant  Old 
Lehigh  Mind 

Pass  your  tests,  boys, 

Do  or  die; 

Else  you  may  not  become 
An  Aloomani ! 

• 

Houseparty  — gone, 

Women  — gone, 

Fun  — gone, 

So’m  I — goin’. 

• 

So  long  to  Scott 
The  Physics  Sot, 

With  all  his  dynamic 
Tommyrot. 

• 

Take  your  ergs 
To  other  bergs, 

But  without  you,  calories 
Won’t  be  so  hot. 

Farewell,  Senior, 

With  college  days  o’er. 

See  ya  next  fall 
At  the  Maennerchor. 

• 

Roses  are  red, 

Violets  are  purple, 

You  chase  me  awhile. 

And  so  am  I? 

• 

The  English  Department 
May  cast  aspersions 
At  my  meter  and  correlation. 
But  remember  this. 

You  don’t  need  wings 
To  seek  a higher  education! 

BURR 

Fraternity, 

Fraternity, 

I like  you. 

You  like  me. 

But  rushing  season. 

Wait  and  see. 

You  like  you, 

T’hell  with  me. 


LADY  MacBETH:  “HAVE  I TOLD  YOU  ABOUT 
MY  APPARITION?” 

— (’oliiml)ia  .Tester. 


If  you  took  a ride 
In  this  column. 
Never  mind; 

Some  get  the  bacon 
Some  get 
The  rind. 

But  watch  your  step 
Next  year 
Or  else  you’ll  see; 
Yourself  as 
Oth  ers  see 

Old  “G.  B.” 
Ha-Ha-Ha-Burp ! 


IDLE  THOUGHT: 

Mary  had  a little  lamb, 

—And  was  the  doctor  surprised! 


P.  S.  — I ALMOST  FORGOT  THIS  ONE: 

I hope 
By  next  fall. 

The  Chi  Psi  fish 
Are  all! 
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In  Defense  of  D.  H.  Lawrence 

BY  LEONARD  M.  LAKE 


We  arrived  in  Cannes  (or  just  plain  Water  Clos- 
ets, as  the  English  so  charmingly  put  it)  tired  or  fa- 
tigued, as  you  can  well  imagine.  The  taxi  driver  who 
met  us  at  the  Louche,  which  is  their  way  of  saying 
railroad  station,  wanted  to  flip  us  double  or  nothing 
for  the  cab.  He  lost,  so  we  took  the  cab,  leaving 
him  to  drown  his  tears  in  a box  of  cracker  jacks. 
Uncle  Vanya  was  sitting  in  the  driver’s  seat,  his  long 
purple  whiskers  flowing  merrily  in  the  Aulumn 
breeze.  Honest  you  would  have  died  laughing.  The 
cooley,  however,  refused  to  leave  us,  claiming  ex- 
tradition under  the  Clayton-Bulwer  treaty  of  1928. 
We  explained  to  him  that  that  had  been  before  the 
Depression,  and  sent  him  back  to  the  States  by  Pos- 
tal Telegraph. 

That  evening  we  had  supper  with  Mme.  Katinka, 
a sewing  girl  from  way  back  yonder  in  the  tall  rhu- 
barb, at  a cozy  little  cleaning  and  dyeing  establish- 
ment right  off  the  main  “bouche,”  or  street,  as  it  is 
often  called.  We  found  later  that  this  was  the  origin 
of  Lord  Beaverbottom’s  celebrated  bon  mot  (some- 
times called  Technocracy  or  Izzie  for  short)  “bouche 
’em  up  Tony.’’  The  place  was  run  by  a Mr.  Ham- 
merhead of  Vestibule,  Long  Island  who  was  famous 
for  his  delicious  peanut  brittle  and  bicarbonate  of 
soda.  Just  then  Jessica  said,  “C’mon  folks,  I tinkers 


I take  a chance  with  Evers!’’  (Evers  was  his  real 
name)  thus  giving  birth  to  that  famous  Tinkers  to 
Evers  to  Chance  combination  which  later  flew  across 
the  world  in  a cellophane  bathtub  stopper.  Picture 
the  merriment  in  the  quaint  little  phone  booth  when 
Aunt  Myra  dropped  her  false  teeth  in  the  broccoli. 
The  excitement  that  ensued  (see  my  lawyer)  was 
last  equalled  in  that  country  by  the  invention  of  the 
horse  on  Valentine’s  Day  of  ’67.  The  next  day  in 
Pisa  seventeen  of  the  two  banks  failed  and  a new 
toastmaster  was  elected  to  the  local  bread  line.  Agi- 
tation for  a separate  bread  line  for  rye  bread  came 
to  naught.  Naught  proved  to  be  a small  hamlet  only 
two  miles  away.  Here  we  engaged  in  a hand-to-hand 
fight  with  a few  colored  Turks  named  Ali.  When 
the  battle  smoke  cleared,  we  found  that  we  had  cap- 
tured their  prince,  Cahfayir.  They  soon  came  to  sue 
for  peace.  “Give  us  our  Cahfayir,’’  they  said,  “and 
we  will  go  home.  ” So  we  gave  them  each  a nickel. 
This,  boys,  started  that  epic  battle,  which 
we  will  call  the  Saint  Louis  Blues.  Then  with 
a light-hearted  quip  the  Rover  Boys  appeared  on  the 
field  of  carnage.  They  hesitated  before  entering  the 
fray,  (Ed.  note:  They  were  afraid  of  being  called 
fraydy  cats)  but  soon  renigged  and  we  had  the  bid- 
ding up  to  a small  slam  in  spades  before  you  could 
say  Technocracy,  which  was  quite  lucky  because  we 
were  quite  tired  of  hearing  people  saying  techno- 
cracy, just  like  Dr.  Rauchenstrauch. 

Finding  he  had  no  sox,  the  quick  witted  Serb  slip- 
ped into  a PARKER  DUOFOLD  fountain  pen 
(Advt. ) and  hung  out  his  crest,  “Ich  Dien,”  (1  am 
a Serb).  However,  knowing  it  was  a lousy  gag,  he 
soon  faded  out  of  the  picture,  leaving  the  plaza 
alone  except  for  a sign  advertising  the  NEW  CHEV- 
ROLET (Advt.).  Two  more  pages  of  this  and  we  ll 
make  money  on  the  issue. 

But  as  the  dawn  came  up  over  the  Pyrenes,  Joe 
saw  the  mistake  he  had  made,  called  up  Susie,  and 
soon  they  were  both  looking  for  jobs.  So  Christmas 
came  to  Mr.  Epstein. 


nuRR 


“YOU  ARE  DANCING  TO  THE  MUSIC  OF  NORM 
ALPER  and  HIS  MUSIC.” 

— M.I.T.  Voo  Doo. 

BURR’S  Managing  Editor  Alper,  Unlike  Treasury 
Secretary  Woodin,  Denies  Any  Musical  Proclivities 
Whatsoever  I 


Dentist:  “You  say  you’ve  never  had  a tooth  filled, 
yet  I find  flakes  of  metal  on  my  drill.’’ 

Miserable  Plebe:  “That  was  my  collar  button.” 

— Log. 
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News  Note:  Lehigh  University  to  turn  coed  in  ac- 
cordance with  growing  movement  for  betterment  of 
college  education. 

• • 

News  flashes  from  Lehigh  after  two  weeks  of  co- 
education (Septembers,  1933). 

• • 

Moravian  girls  flock  to  enroll  at  Lehigh.  His- 
toric women’s  college  to  be  closed  for  lack  of  stu- 
dents. 

• • 

“Coeducation  is  expected  to  bring  up  standard  of 
work,”  states  Dean  McConn.  “With  our  plan  of  fifty 
percent  girls  in  each  living  group,  the  boys  will  stay 
at  home  and  study,  instead  of  chasing  around 
nights.  ” 

• • 

Beta’s  pledge  twelve  girls,  no  men.  All  local 
girls  in  big  athletic  fraternity. 

• • 

Theta  Delts  promise  to  reform.  “With  the  girls 
around  there  will  be  no  basis  for  some  of  the  ugly 
rumors  which  have  been  flying  around  about  our 
boys,  ” states  Clifford  “Papa  ” Ruth  in  exclusive  in- 
terview. 

• • 

Sigma  Phi  Epsilon  reports  pledging  of  nine  beau- 
tiful girls  (count  ’em — nine).  S.  P.  E.  alumnus  de- 
nies report,  states  that  there  is  a fraternity  tradition 
never  to  have  a beautiful  girl  in  the  chapter  house. 
The  boys  have  just  lost  their  sense  of  proportions, 
he  explained. 

• • 

Twenty-three  Phi  Gams  announce  marriage. 
When  asked  why  the  other  four  men  in  the  house 
were  not  married,  a member  stated,  “Oh  the  other 
four  each  have  two  or  more  wives  and  fear  the  com- 
plications which  might  arise  if  they  announced  one 
marriage.  ” 

• • 

Girls  ask  to  be  excused  from  economics  lectures. 
Say  that  they  cannot  stand  the  blasts  of  warm  at- 
mosphere during  the  lecture.  Cannot  understand 
why  strange  phenomena  stops  when  Dr.  Carothers 
stops  lecturing. 

• • 

Pants  stealing  ring  broken  up.  Nathan  N.  Need, 
college  editor,  discloses  how  girls  wasted  money  on 
beer;  were  forced  to  steal  pants  of  men  to  keep  in 
fashion. 


“I’M  GETTING  TIRED  OF  DAUGHTER  SEND- 
ING  US  TO  THE  ATTIC  EVERY  TIME  HER 
BEAU  CALLS.” 

— ('olumt)ia  Jester. 


Freshman  Hygiene  courses  discontinued.  When 
asked  why.  Dr.  Thomas  stated  “The  course  was 
designed  to  help  the  new  student  to  orient  himself. 
We  find  that  the  women  students  are  all  well  in- 
formed and  we  are  trusting  them  to  put  some  of  the 
boys  on  the  right  track. 

Editor’s  note — Thank  God  we  re  still  pure! 
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Looking  Around 

Writing  an  “In  Memoriam”  for  the  class  of  ’33  is 
about  as  hard  to  do  as  making  love  through  a matri- 
monial bureau.  Sincerely,  the  graduating  class  doe3 
have  certain  distinctions  worth  noticing,  as, — 

Having  entered  before  the  depression  (what  de- 
pression?), it  hopes  to  leave  at  its  culmination.  It 
relishes  beer,  babes,  and  ballads  as  an  important 
adjunct  to  the  “sterner  stuff  ” of  the  super-so-and-so. 

It  has  spirit,  evidenced  by  its  hearty  support  of  the 
loudest  mouthed  critics  (of  no  matter  what.)  But, 
best  of  all,  it  will  treasure  memories  of  a four-year 
cruise  about  Asa  Packer’s  back  yard. 

• 

Did  you  ever  believe  for  a minute  that  the  sav- 
oury politics  of  the  campus  would  disappear  with 
the  class  of  ’ 33 ? 

• 

Or,  that  Arcadia  would  wallow  in  the  mire  it 
dropped  into  after  the  seniors  pass  on  (or  out)  ? 

Just  guess. 

• 

That  old  political  analyst,  Peejay  Flanigan,  was 
the  unhappy  (and  bewildered)  recipient  of  th? 
wisecrack-of-the-month.  He  had  been  reviewing,  at 
some  length,  his  various  and  sundry  virtues,  when 
suddenly  the  gracious  hostess  queried:  “Oh,  you  re 
one  of  these  lilies  from  the  neck  up?” 

• 

Let’s  get  rid  of  politics  all  at  once.  But,  why  is 
Tex  (Guinan)  Eichelberger  called  H.  A.? 

• 

Of  the  many  interesting  (and  oftimes  dangerous) 
experiences  of  a columnist  there  was  one  that  bears 
repeating.  A certain  lady  of  the  afternoon  (get  that, 
you  mugs)  was  fearful  lest  something  uncouth  would 
appear  in  these  columns  about  her.  Her  conscience 
so  bothered  her  that,  by  appealing  to  friends  and 
relatives,  she  practically  assured  herself  of  immun- 
ity. Now,  anyone  with  her  position  shouldn’t  even 
look  to  so  low  a source  for  publicity.  (Tsk!) 


WITH  WALTER  WINDSHIELD 

• • • 

Our  lady  above  should  learn  what  the  Chi  Phi’s 
and  Theta  Delt’s  finally  learned  that  satire  is  high- 
est form  of  complaint.  At  least,  in  the  case  of  the 
fraters,  it  shows  that  someone  has  nodced  them, — 
which  is  something!! 

9 

Ask  Rick  (Don  Juan)  Laftman  how  he  enjoyed 
Spring  houseparty. 

9 

One  of  the  campus  penthouses  is  horribly  an- 
noyed at  Thelma.  She  persists  in  calling  up,  at  ihe 
most  ungodly  (and  unladylike)  hour  to  talk  to  two 
of  its  unsophisticated  freshers.  Once  an  upperclass- 
man gets  on  the  phone,  she  immediately  hangs  up. 
Lightning  never  strikes  twice  in  the  same  place,  eh, 
Thelma  ? 

The  S.  P.  E.  fraters  take  uncanny  delight  in  call- 
ing up  for  breakfast  dates  at  the  hotel,  and  then  sit 
on  the  upper  veranda  of  the  club  and  watch  the  gals 
prepare  themselves  in  their  boudoirs.  Some  joke,  eh 
boss? 

• 

Looking  over  the  past  year’s  crop  of  debs,  the 
best  remark  that  can  be  made  about  any  of  them 
is  that,  if  you  date  them, — “unhappy  moments  of 
casual  mistakes  should  be  forgotten.”  Get  it? 

• 

In  order  to  show  his  extreme  veisatility,  Martin 
(Mushmouth)  Reed  came  out  for  track  practice  the 
day  of  the  first  dual  meet.  The  embryo  shot-putter 
apparently  lacked  a responsive  audience,  for  his 
best  throw  was  less  than  33  feet! 

Ever  since  Lee  O’Brien  has  had  such  a dreamy, 
far  away  look  in  his  eyes,  four  gals  have  left  town! 

• 

From  secret  agents  comes  the  report  that  Lou 
(Mooch)  Roberts  is  writing  a set  of  books  on  “Mat- 
tress Matadors.  ” 


— Walter  Windshield. 
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Album 


1932^1938 


Wherein  we  present  some  of  the  cartoons  which  we  trust 
amused  you  once  before  and  hope  you  will  again  enjoy. 


Surr  Album 


IS  THAT  A DRAY  HORSE? 

NO,  IT’S  A BROWN  HORSE  AND  STOP 


“—AND  A DATE  WOULD  DO  YOU  GOOD!” 


Surr  Album 

^ 


WILL  YOU  GIVE  ME  A PENNY 
TO  COME  ACROSS? 
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JOIE  DE  VIVRE?  WHAT  THE  HELL  IS  THAT? 
YEAH.  WHAT  THE  HELL  IS  IT? 


< 

• 

4 

\ J,. 

Jl... 


THAT,  MY  SON,  IS  NO  IDLE  TAIL! 


J 

YOU  CALL  IT  WRESTLING— 

AH,  BUT  I CALL  IT  LOVE! 


LITTLE  JUNIOR  CRACKED  A GOOD  ONE  FOR 
YOUR  NEXT  LECTURE! 
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HAI,  MENTOR! 


-(SogNav 
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ABOUT  YOUR  NEW  BOOK  ON  INCEST, 
HE’S  SIMPLY  WILD  ABOUT  BUGS. 


Marya  had  a great  big  son 
His  beard  was  long  as  Santa’s 
And  everywhere  that  sonny  went. 
It  reached  down  to  his  pantas. 


WALTZ  ME  AROUND  AGAIN,  WILLIE! 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 
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“I  HATE  TO  SEEM  LIKE  AN  OLD  GOSSIP 
DEAN,  BUT  THERE’S  SOMETHING  FER- 
MENTING ON  THIS  CAMPUS.” 


T’HELL  WITH  THE  TOUCHDOWNS— GO  OUT 
AND  GET  ANOTHER  MORAL  VICTORY! 
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The  father  and  his  son  were  very  good  pals,  but 
the  son  went  away  to  college  and  began  to  spend 
more  money  than  the  father  felt  that  he  could  af- 
ford. So  he  wrote  to  his  son  asking  him  to  cut 
down  on  his  expenses.  The  son  wrote  back  that  his 
two  most  expensive  pastimes  were  liquor  and  wo- 
men. The  father  wrote  that  the  boy  must  give  up 
one  or  the  other  of  his  vices.  The  boy  replied  that 
he  was  perfectly  willing  to  curtail  one  of  his  ex- 
penditures, but  that  he  could  not  decide  which  one 
to  drop,  and,  since  he  and  his  father  had  always 
agreed  on  such  matters,  would  his  father  please  give 
him  the  advice  of  maturity  on  his  problem.  The 
father’s  reply  was  laconically  as  follows: 

Dear  Son; 

You  can  always  take  a drink. 


ROLLO  SIMPLY  WILL  NOT  STOP  WEARING 
HIS  “DINK.” 


OF  COURSE  HE  MADE  IT 

Paul  was  a very  conscientious  boy.  He  really 
hadn’t  meant  to  miss  so  many  chapels,  but  he  had 
to  face  the  facts.  There  was  only  one  chapel  left, 
and  he  decided  that  he  just  had  to  make  it.  (In  those 
days  most  chapels  were  hand-made  and  not  pro- 
duced under  the  strict  supervision  of  an  efficiency 
expert).  Nevertheless,  Paul  must  make  it.  That  night, 
after  he  had  been  asleep  for  several  hours,  the  tel- 
ephone rang.  Steeling  himself  (later  he  discovered 
that  he  had  really  stolen  himself  and  was  quite  em- 
barrassed to  find  himself  beside  himself)  he  lifted 
the  receiver.  A deep  voice  came  out  of  the  earpiece 
and,  stalking  around  the  room  several  times,  said, 
“one  if  by  land,  two  if  by  sea.”  Paul,  realiizng  the 
ill  effects  produced  by  the  demon  “Three  Pernt 
Two,”  passed  it  off  as  the  childish  prank  of  an  ine- 
briate. But  the  voice,  blushing  to  the  roots  of  what- 
ever voices  have  roots  of,  assured  Paul  that  (the 
voice)  was  in  full  possession  of  all  its  senses.  It 
therefore  proceeded  to  expound  on  the  advantages 
of  using  Seald  Power  piston  rings  (not  an  adver- 
tisement). Paul,  quick  as  a flash,  realized  that  the 
British  were  just  around  the  corner  ( unlike  pros- 
perity they  really  were).  He  realized  that  there  was 
no  time  to  lose,  so  he  jumped  on  his  waiting  horse 
and  dashed  for  chapel.  After  pausing  for  “the  pause 
that  refreshes  ” at  the  Club,  he  arrived  just  in  time 
to  see  Dr.  Beardslee  slam  the  door  in  his  face  and 
rush  to  the  tower.  Before  you  could  say  “Smiling 
Dean  Curtis  will  getcha  if  you  don’t  watch  out,  ” 
Paul  had  perceived  three  lights  swinging  slowly  in 
the  summer  breeze.  He  racked  his  brain  for  the 
meaning  of  the  three  lights,  and  suddenly  the 
thought  came  that  they  stood  for  nothing  at  all. 
Maddened  by  the  crooning  voices  of  the  three  lamps, 
he  pulled  out  his  trusty  Colt  (really  an  advertise- 
ment) and  shot  them  deader  than  dead.  They  fell 
to  the  ground  with  a terrific  clatter — so  he  reached 
down  to  turn  off  his  alarm  clock.  Hurray!  He  would 
make  his  last  chapel. 

BURK 

TO  YOU 

To  you, — who  soon  will  say  goodbye 

To  your  college  friends  and  to  all  Lehigh. 

To  you, — who  are  what  we  all  hope  to  be. 

To  you, — who  soon  the  cruel  world  will  see. 

To  you, — who  have  well  your  studies  bore. 

And  passed  them  all  in  four  years  or  more. 

To  you, — we  give  our  blessings  most  true. 

May  the  depression  be  over  when  we  join  you. 


STOP  ME  IF  YOU’VE  HEARD  THIS  ONE. 

— C;uluml)iu  Jester. 


L. 
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BOOKS  and  THINGS 


BY  H.  A.  FELDMAN 


Other  Fires  Maxim  Gorki 

• the  author  of  a nation  depicts  the  emergence 
of  the  spirit  of  revolt  in  his  people  with  all  the  mag- 
nificent powers  at  his  command. 

Twentieth  Century  Sylvia  Bates 

Short  Stories 

#in  which  we  meet  Hemingway,  Lawrence, 
Faulkner,  Kay  Boyle,  and  others. 

Solal  Albert  Cohen 

® hailed  as  a successor  to  Zangwill  this  compara- 
tively new  lilerary  light  combines  Joyce,  Linklater, 
and  Balzac  to  give  us  an  outstanding  work. 

Science  and  Human  Life  J.  B.  S.  Haldane 

®a  Scientific  Book  Club  selection. 

Kettle  Gustave  Eckstein 

® the  first  novel  from  the  pen  of  the  author  of 
Noguchi  and  well  done  at  that. 

Helene  Vicki  Baum 

©the  usual  so-so  thing  by  the  literary  accident  of 

Grand  Hotel. 

Ivan  the  Terrible  Stephen  Graham 

• one  of  the  greatest  biographies  in  a year  of 
great  biographies. 

Lawrence  and  Brett  the  Honorable  Dorothy  Brett 

• the  story  of  D.  H.’s  years  in  America  as  told  by 
his  friend  and  companion  of  those  eventful  four 
years. 

The  Fleeting  Walter  De  La  Mare 

• for  the  first  time  in  six  years  one  of  the  nation’s 
leading  exponents  of  rhythmn  in  poetry  edits  an  en- 
joyable volume. 

Man’s  Mortality  Michael  Arlen 

• if  you  like  the  Wells  of  the  Time  Machine  you 
will  most  certainly  want  to  read  this. 

Hizzcner  the  Mayor  Joel  Sayre 

• certainly  not  the  equal  of  its  predecessor. 
Rackety  Rax,  but  chock  full  of  the  unique  Sayre  vo- 
cabulary and  the  accompanying  fun. 

Papa  La  Fleur  Zona  Gale 

• the  scene  is  laid  in  Wisconsin  and  the  plot  is 
concerned  with  the  familiar  stiff-necked  father  and 
the  big  city  desires  of  his  youngest. 

Artie  Village  Robert  Marshall 

• an  epic  work  which  concerns  itself  with  an  Alas- 
kan village  that  “savors  of  Utopia.” 

April  Twilights  Willa  Gather 

• a new  edition  of  Miss  Gather’s  verse  which  con- 
tains one  of  her  new  long  poems.  Poor  Marty. 

Stage  Mother  Bradford  Ropes 

• the  author  of  42nd  Street  continues  in  a similar 
vein  and  to  a good  end  in  this  story  of  the  most  in- 
teresting of  stage  personalities. 


PULITZER  PRIZE  WINNERS  IN  LITERATURE 
FOR  1932 

Novel : 

The  Shore,  second  volume  of  what  looks  like  a 
great  trilogy  of  inland  Southern  community  life, 
won  for  T.  S.  Stribling  the  $1,000  prize  for  the 
outstanding  work  in  this  branch  of  literature — 
published  the  past  year. 

Drama: 

Both  Your  Houses,  for  the  second  straight  year 
this  much  sought  prize  goes  to  a brilliant  political 
satire.  Maxwell  Anderson  did  the  piece  and  took 
as  his  theme  the  workings  of  Gongress  rather  than 
the  art  of  campaigning  which  the  previous  win- 
ner, Of  Thee  I Sing  handled  so  well. 

History: 

The  Significance  of  Sections  in  American  History 

earned  a posthumous  award  of  $2,000  for  the 
author,  Frederick  J.  Turner. 

Biography: 

Grover  Cleveland  by  Allan  Nevins  was  considered 
the  best  American  work  in  this  field  and  earned 
the  coveted  award  for  the  present  Professor  of 
American  History  at  Golumbia  University. 
Poetry: 

Conquistador,  only  the  sixth  volume  of  verse  to 
come  from  the  pen  of  this  erstwhile  lawyer  gar- 
nered the  year’s  award  for  Archibald  MacLeish. 
To  gather  material  for  this  work  which  deals  with 
the  conquest  of  Mexico  by  Cortez,  the  poet  tra- 
versed the  entire  route  of  the  great  conqueror  on 
foot.  Now  running  on  the  street  where  there’s  “a 
broken  light  for  every  heart.” 

Nine  Pine  Street — has  the  ever  present  Miss  Lilian 
Gish  in  a better  than  average  presentation  which 
is  based  on  a real  murder  case the  Lizzie  Bor- 

den of  Fall  River,  Mass,  affair. 

Three  Cornered  Moon — a sparkling  comedy  that 
is  concerned  with  the  goings  on  of  a real  family, 
(the  son,  by  the  way,  was  Lehigh  ’32 — and  S. 
A.  M.)  and  written,  incidently,  by  one  of  the 
daughters. 

Hilda  Cassidy — this  production  will  probably  be 
off  of  Broadway  by  the  time  you  read  this — it’s 
that  good. 

Best  Sellers — a new  comedy  of  authors  and  pub- 
lishers that  has  in  its  cast  the  always  enjoyable 
Peggy  Wood  and  Earnest  Truex. 

Goodbye  Again — were  it  only  for  the  fact  that 
Osgood  Perkins  does  a pyjama  scene  this  would 
be  worth  seeing,  but  it  also  has  some  very  happy 
and  mischievious  lines. 


ms/^  St 


somei 


A friend  of  CHESTERFIELD 
writes  us  of  a salesman  who  had 
''something  to  say”: 

"I  dropped  into  a little  to- 
bacco shop,  and  when  I asked 
for  a pack  of  Chesterfields 
the  man  smiled  and  told  me 
I was  the  seventh  customer 
without  a break  to  ask  for 
Chesterfields.  'Smoker  after 
smoker,’  he  said,  'tells  me 
that  Chesterfields  click  ...  I 
sell  five  times  as  many  Chest- 
erfields as  I did  a while  back.’  ” 

Yes,  there’s  something  to  say 
about  Chesterfields  and  it  takes 
just  six  words  to  say  it— ''They’re 
mild  and  yet  they  satisfy.” 


© 1933.  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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• FAITH  • 

Not  at  all  funny — BUT  very,  very  CLEAN 

BY  M.  H.  BAXTER 


As  he  hobbled  up  the  steps  of  the  stalely  brown- 
stone  house  his  mind  again  began  to  stray  as  it  had 
often  since  his  accident  a year  ago.  He  rang  the 
bell, — waited.  Concentrate  as  he  would,  he  could 
not  save  himself  from  surrendering  to  overpow’ring 
fantasies  and  recollections. 

H e once  again  recalled  the  occasion  of  their  part- 
ing, just  inside  those  very  doors,  when  they  had 
sworn  endearment  for  eternity,  his  decision  to  leave 
for  a time  what  he  wanted  most  in  order  that  he 
might  have  it  entirely  and  more  than  ephemerally 
later  on,  her  father’s  offer  of  an  honorary  position  in 
the  firm,  and  even  that  of  a large  dowry,  which  his 
pride — now  considered  by  him  to  be  very  common 
and  the  product  of  stupidity  allied  with  stubborness 
— had  made  him  refuse,  his  early  success,  adventures 
and  discoveries  so  profitable,  and  then  it  had  hap- 
pened. Startled,  his  overwrought  nerves  jumped  at 
the  opening  of  the  door.  Then  another  shock — in 
place  of  the  greatly  anticipated  smiling  face  of  Wil- 
liam, a new  man  stood  at  the  door.  Everything  had 
been  disappointments  since  the — he  succeeded  in 
checking  the  mental  wanderings  that  threatened.  He 
lowered  his  eyes  and  unconsciously  let  his  glance 
stray  to  the  stump  of  his  leg  severed  just  below  the 
knee.  Back  came  reality, — and  with  it  the  strange 
self-consciousness  which  he  had  experienced  so  fre- 
quently of  late. 

“If  you  please,  sir,  I — I,  ” he  hesitated,  wondering 
at  his  own  meekness.  For  the  first  time  since  the 
calamitous  change  in  his  fortune,  he  assumed  his  old 
air  of  assurance.  “You  will  kindly  tell  Miss  Gladis 
that  J.  Martin  Howard  is  calling.” 

Shocked  into  immediate  inferiority  by  the  unex- 
pected tone  and  apparent  savior  faire  of  so  lowly 
looking  a creature,  the  other  bid  him  enter  the  draw- 
ing room  and  attend,  immediately  proceeding  to  as- 
certain if  Miss  Gladis  were  at  home  for  this  so- 
called  Mister  Howard,  (whose  memory  was  her  only 
treasure)  who  had  the  audacity  to  appear  and  re- 
quest an  audience  with  the  young  mistress  of  the 
household,  who  at  the  moment  was  enjoying  the 
luxury  of  an  afternoon  rest. 


But  the  excitement  among  the  older  servants, 
who  had  recognized  him,  served  as  an  invigorating 
tonic  and  a penetrating  stimulant  to  Howard.  His 
dreams  again  returned  to  him,  now  enveloped  in  a 
purple  mist,  and  he  knew  that  at  last  his  heretofore 
relentless  disappointments  were  no  more.  (Dreams) 
He  had  heard  during  his  fight  for  life  and  lingering 
convalescence,  as  well  as  while  struggling  to  get 
back  to  civilization  unknown,  (he  had  hesitated  to 
send  word  to  his  betrothed,  lest  he  should  have 
awakened  to  her  greater  grief  if  he  were  to  die  be- 
fore he  could  return)  that  although  he  was  generally 
believed  to  be  dead,  his  beloved,  also  sharing  this 
belief,  had  remained  nevertheless  unapproachable 
to  one  and  all  suitors,  refusing  to  see  them.  So  grat- 
ifying was  this  to  Howard’s  pride,  which  had  suf- 
fered much  recently.  She  had  considered  their  vows 
sacred,  and  would  pass  her  days  unmated — to  hon- 
or the  memory  of  him  whom  she  had  lost.  His  pride 
swelled.  How  often  he  had  dreamed — while  in  hid- 
ing on  a boat,  while  in  agonizing  delirium,  when  he 
had  all  but  given  up — of  their  reuniting.  So  many 
times  had  he  pictured  their  mutual  embrace,  and  the 
denouement  of  their  egregious  devotion.  At  last  he 
was  to  receive  the  reward  of  his  suffering.  There 
was  retribution!  To  again  see  the  woman,  to  touch 
her,  to  hear  her  voice,  and  to  be  the  object  of  the 
great  love  that  had  stood  the  test. 

He  was  aroused  from  his  revery  by  the  sound  of 
her  hurried  descent.  He  looked  up, — suddenly  fear- 
ful that  she  might  have  changed.  If  she  were  dif- 
ferent, or  not  all  that  he  had  expected,  he  knew  he 
would  end  his  life,  to  retain  which  he  had  struggled 
so  superhumanly.  She  had  not  changed,  more  beau- 
tiful than  ever,  his  love  still  surged  wi;hin.  Before 
she  disappeared  around  the  staircase  he  saw  un- 
bounded joy  blended  with  a conquered  incredulity 
evidenced  by  her  facial  expression.  He  knew  then 
that  she  too  still  loved.  She  entered,  stopped  abrupt- 
ly, and  the  look  of  joy  became  one  of  horror. 

“Go  way!  God,  how  you’ve  changed,  Martin. 
Better  that  you  had  died.  You’re  disfigured,  why 
you’re — you’re  ugly.  It  cannot  be — No!  God,  please 
let  me  die.  Oh! ” 
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BRICKER’S  BREAD 

IS  EATEN  AT 
THE  FRATERNITIES 


Hotel  Bethlehem 
Barber  Shop 

100%  Sanitary 

Freshly  laundered  towels,  also  a freshly  sterilized  comb  and 
brush  used  upon  each  customer. 

OUR  PRICES  HAVE  BEEN  REDUCED 
TO  FIT  THE  TIMES 

— We  SoHcite  the  Patronage  of  All  Students  — 


Intelligence  is  the  ability  on  the  part  of  the  editor 
of  a college  comic  magazine  to  distinguish  between 
the  naughty,  the  very,  very  naughty,  and  the  terrible 
naughty.  Will  power  is  the  ability  to  withstand  the 
temptation  to  print  the  latter  class. 

— Malteaser. 


BURR- 

She  was  sitting  in  a dark  corner.  Noiselessly  he 
stole  up  behind  her,  and  before  she  was  aware  of 
his  presence  he  had  kissed  her. 

“How  dare  you,”  she  shrieked. 

“Pardon  me,”  he  bluffed  readily,  “I  thought  you 
were  my  sister.” 

“You  dumb  ox,  1 am  your  sister.” 

— Exchange. 


BURR 

“Waiter,  two  orders  of  Spumoni  Vermicelli, 
please.” 

“Very  sorry,  sir,  that’s  the  proprietor,  sir.” 

— Tiger. 


Country  Gentleman:  “Here,  hold  my  horse  a 
minute,  will  you?  ” 

Senator  from  Kentucky:  “Sir,  1 am  a member  of 
Congress.  ” 

C.  G. : “That’s  all  right.  I’ll  trust  you.” 

— Log. 


BURR— j 

“The  difference  between  a car  wreck  and  a train 
wreck  is  that  the  engineer  isn’t  always  hugging  the 
fireman.” 

— Rice  Owl. 


BURR 


People  who  carry  glass  bottles  shouldn’t  sit  on 
stone  benches. 


— Show  Me. 


BURR 

Virginus  writes  “a  lady  is  born,  not  made.  ” 

It  all  depends,  madam,  it  all  depends. 

BURR 

1.  Customer:  Pie  me,  fellow. 

2.  Hamburger  me. 

3.  Coffee  me. 

4.  Why  er-a  I’ll  have  a glass  of  milk. 

— Lyre. 


BURR 

”l’d  like  to  buy  a pair  of  garters.  ” 

“Single  or  double  grip?” 

“Doesn’t  matter.  I want  to  make  a sling  shot.  ” 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


UEATA  LUNCH 

OPEN  DAY  and  NIGHT 

406  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem 
(South  Side) 
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ORPHEUM 
DANCE  PALACE 


BEAUTIFUL  GIRLS  — SNAPPY  MUSIC 


Popular  College  Contest  Every 
FRIDAY  NIGHT 


The  Place  to  SEE  and  to  be  SEEN 
Private  Lessons  All  Afternoon 


Eng.  Prof.:  “Correct  this  sentence:  ‘Before  any 
damage  could  be  done,  the  fire  was  put  out  by  the 
volunteer  fire  department  . ” 

4/C:  “The  fire  was  put  out  before  any  damage 
could  be  done  by  the  volunteer  fire  department.  ’ 

— The  Log. 

BURR 

A young  sailor  was  cast  away  on  a desert  island. 
After  he  had  been  there  for  nine  years,  he  espied  a 
figure  on  a neighboring  island.  Braving  the  sharks, 
he  swam  there  to  find  a sweet  young  woman  await- 
ing him.  Approaching  her,  he  said: 

“H  ow  long  have  you  been  here?  ’ 

“Why,  I’ve  been  here  six  years,”  she  said. 

“Six  years!  Why,  I’ve  been  on  my  island  for  nine 
long  years.” 

“Why,  you  poor  man,  all  alone  for  nine  years! 
Well,  I’m  going  to  give  you  something  you’ve  been 
wanting  for  a long  time.  ” 

Said  the  sailor:  “Lady,  you  don’t  mean  to  tell 
me  you’ve  got  beer  on  ice!  ” 


“What’s  the  matter  with  your  feet?  ” 

“I’ve  got  corns.  ” 

“Why  don’t  you  do  something  for  them?  ” 

“Why  should  I?  They’ve  never  done  anything 
for  me!” 

— Passing  Show. 

BURR 

Dear  Son:  1 just  read  in  the  paper  that  students 

who  don’t  smoke  make  much  higher  grades  than 

those  who  do.  This  is  something  for  you  to  think 

about.  _ 1 

rather. 

Dear  Father:  1 have  thought  about  it.  But  truth- 
fully I would  rather  make  a B and  have  the  enjoy- 
ment of  smoking;  in  fact,  I would  rather  smoke  and 
drink  and  make  a C.  Furthermore,  I would  rather 
smoke  and  drink  and  neck  and  make  a D. 

Dear  Son:  “I’ll  break  your  neck  if  you  flunk  in 
anything.  Father. 


— Lord  Jeff. 


— Sour  Owl. 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


27 


She  (coyly)  : “You  bad  boy.  Don’t  you  kiss  me 
again.” 

He,  “I  won’t.  I’m  trying  to  find  out  who  has  the 
gin  in  this  party.” 

— The  Log. 

BURR 

Ossining  led  the  county  in  chickenpox,  with  1 5 
cases,  as  compared  to  1 0 in  Rye,  a poor  second. 
— Ossining  Citizen-Register. 

Miserable. 

— New  Yorker. 

BURR 

Our  idea  of  a really  clever  guy  is  the  ping-pong 
player  who  leaps  the  net  to  congratulate  his  victor- 
ious opponent. 

— Penn  State  Froth. 

BURR 

Collegiate  man:  “Give  me  a half  of  pound  of 
dog  meat.  ” 

Butcher:  “Should  I wrap  it  up  or  will  you  eat  it 
here?  ” 

— Froth. 


BURR 

“No,  I won’t  pose  for  you  today,”  said  the  artist’s 
model.  “I’m  not  in  the  nude  to  pose — that’s  all. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


‘THOUGHT,  SKILL  AND 
* CRAFTSMANSHIP  OF 
A HIGH  ORDER  ARE  DE- 
VOTED TO  THE  MAKINO 
or  OUR  PRINTING  PLATES 

7//  oO'wo^p/7 
%ofr  ^ono- 2JSy)y 


ALLENTOWTSi.  pemn  a. 


A TIP! 

Bethlehem’s  best-dressed 
families — and  LEHIGH’S 
“best-dressers  ” send  their 
“wash”  to 

THE 
ALLEN 
L.  A U N D R Y 

Phone  6125 
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E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 


Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


OFFICERS 

FREDERICK  A.  HEIM  President 

E.  F.  EBERTS  Vice  President 

C.  H.  GREEN Vice  President 

DUDLEY  C.  RYMAN Secretary  and  Treasurer 

C.  A.  BRAMWELL,  Jr. Ass’t  Sec.  Treas. 

E.  D.  MILL Title  Officer 

W.  J.  TOOHEY  Trust  Officer 

W.  H.  FELKER  Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

B.  C.  HOFFNER Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

HERBERT;.  HARTZOG Counsel 


Open  Saturday  Evenings,  6:30  to  8:30 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS 


Little  Jimmie — Whadju  get  for  Christmas? 

Little  Joe — Spittoon  with  a handle  on.  Whadju 
get? 


— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


BIRR- 


1st  Coed — I’m  glad  that  dance  week-end  is  over. 
2nd  Coed — Yeh,  it’s  a relief  to  be  wearing  some- 
thing under  your  dress  again. 

— Lyre. 

BURR 


Dora  wasn’t  so  dumb  when  she  thought  Phi  Bete 
was  something  to  lure  the  fishes. 


— Octopus. 


BURR 


A gentleman  pretty  well  perfumed  picked  up  the 

telephone 

“Hello!  Hie!  Hello!’’ 

“Hello,  ” returned  the  operator. 

“Hello!” 

“Hello!” 

“My  gosh!  ” said  the  gentleman,  “How  this  thing 
echoes ! ” 

— Femmes  Log. 


• BURR 

Burglar  (after  being  caught  stealing  in  an  old 
maid’s  bedroom)  : “Please  let  me  go  lady,  I never 
did  anything  wrong.  ” 

Old  Maid  (all  smiles)  : “Well,  it’s  never  too  late 
to  learn.  ” 

— Rammer-Jammer. 


Young  Man:  “May  1 have  the  next  dance?” 

Fair  Woman:  “I’m  sorry,  sir,  but  I’m  afraid  I’m 
too  danced  out.  ” 

Young  Man:  “Oh,  1 wouldn’t  say  that.  I think 
you’re  just  pleasingly  plump.” 

— Penn  Punch  Bowl. 


-BURR- 


“I’m  fed  up  on  that,”  said  the  baby,  pointing  to 
the  high-chair. 

— Kansas  City  Sour  Owl. 


In  the  event 

that  you’ve  forgotten  . . . . 

A FEW  PAGES  AGO  WE  TOLD  YOU  OF  THE  NEW  LEHIGH  BURR. 

WE’VE  MORE  GOOD  NEWS  FOR  YOU  REGARDING  THE  PRICE  RE- 
DUCTION,  FOR  WE  NOW  OFFER  TWO  SUBSCRIPTIONS  FOR  $3.50, 

OR  $2.00  FOR  A SINGLE  SUBSCRIPTION. 


NOW  YOU  CAN 

• SEND  THE  BURR  HOME 

• OR  SEND  THE  BURR  TO  THAT  LI’L  GAL! 

• AND  FOR  $1.50  MORE  YOU  TOO  GET  A COPY 


Send 

Your 

Coupon 

NOW! 


The  Lehigh  Burr,  Dept.  B 
Lehigh  University, 

Bethlehem,  Pa. 

DEAR  BURRGOMASTERS:— 

Enclosed  please  find 

Three  Dollars  and  Fifty  Cents  for  Two  Subscriptions. 
Two  Dollars  for  One  Subscription. 

SEND  TO:— 

Name 

Address 

City State 

Name 

Address 

City State 


The  tab-collar  shirt  is,  today,  a favored  shirt  in  * 
the  most  conscientiously-chosen  wardrobes. 

But  its  greatest  admirers  are  often  its  severest 
critics.  For  the  tab  collar  is  an  intricate  thing  to. 
make;  and  it’s  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger  that 
we  disclose  the  fact  that  many  tab  collar  shirts 
should  never  have  seen  the  light  of  day. 

If  you’d  like  to  avoid  future  tab  trouble,  in- 
sist, hereafter,  on  the  Aratab.  Arrow  has  made 
over  two  billion  collars  of  every  shape  and  every 
description.  And  the  collar  has  never  been  born 


that  could  successfully  challenge  the  skill  and 
the  experience  of  the  Arrow  tailors. 

The  entire  Aratab  shirt  is  tailored  so  expertly 
that  a custom  shirter  would  be  proud  to  have  it 
bear  bis  label.  It  is  made  of  fine  quality  madras, 
in  a variety  of  well-chosen  stripe  patterns.  And 
it  will  always  stay  its  right  size — yes,  always — 
because  it  is  Sanforized-Shrunk. 

See  the  Aratab.  When  you  buy,  be  sure  that  the 
Arrow  label  is  in  it.  Arrow  Shirts  are  sold  under  no 
other.  $1.95  to  $3. 50.  ©1933,  ciuett,  Pt-abody&co.,  Inc., Troy,  X.V. 


ARROW  SHIRTS 


SANFORIZED 

SHRUNK 


rwuJ  shirt  if  one  CA)ew  shrinks 


HOW  TO  AVOID  TAB  TROUBLE! 


■wiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiffiiii 


